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This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” carries with it the advantages of a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. 
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THE COMING “OFF-MAN.” 

“The extraordinary genius of young Hofmann, as a pianist, promises to be eclipsed entirely by the powers of dear little Jubilee. Poor Papa’s youngest 

has budded, and the other evening at St. James’s Hall, at a ‘ Sloper Recital,’ with all the confidence of a master, the child attacked one of Beethoven s Sonatas. 
Papa says there was about the performance a joyous and breezy freshness. Sir Arthur Sullivan, on the other hand, said it was simply excruciating.’’—Toortsi£. 


A CRUEL BLOW. | A BLIND MURDERER. 


— ga 


THOSE who have read Eugene Sue's wild romance of “The 
Mysteries of Paris” are not likely readily to forget the 
Maitre d’ Ecole, the horrible scene of the blinding, and that 
of his murder of the old woman in the cellar, but happily in 
real life few instances of murderous blind men are recorded 
among the chronicles of crime. In the “New Newgate 
Kalendar ” of 1810 (a somewhat rare book ) there is, however, 
an account of the trial of one, James Brodie, a blind man, 
who was indicted at the assizes in the county of Nottingham 
for the murder of a boy, named Robert Selby Hancock, who 
acted as his guide. 

It appeared by the evidence adduced that John Robinson, 
a warrener, on his way to his warren at about twoo'clock one 
Sunday afternoon in the March of the above year, found a 
man lying upon his stomach by the side of a brook, to whom 
he called out, “Hullo! what ‘are you doing?” The man, 
who was blind, rising to his feet, said that he had been 
wandering about helplessly all night, and had lost a boy who 
was his guide. 

He said the boy was dead, and that he had staved with him 
till he had taken his last gasp. Beinga-ked where he had left 
the lad, he said it was about a mile from thence, and after 
ascertaining some further particulars, the warrener, with two 


1. Adolphus has been drinking a little freely,and 2. “I shay, ‘Tilda (hic), yoush shee me maksh thinksh _3. “ Awas, base wretch!” cried Matilda, “How | Other men, set out in search of the body. 


feels a bit frisky; 80 resolves to go in for a little spin (hic) a bit.” Smack! . . “Help!” yelled a voice, dare yon venture near me after your unpardonable About three miles from the place they found it, covered 
sport on his own ieeen : “Come aed take my nose from ont of my mouth !" conduct ? I thought you were a gentleman !” with a large quantity of ling and ferns, On the body being 
coe . 
~~ 
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examined by a surgeon, the skull was seen to be fractured in two 
places, and “the head very bloody and torn at the ear, and the 
shoulders and arms beaten to a jelly.” 

The blind man was found with a heavy walking-stick in his pos- 
session, with which he was supposed to have committed the murder. 
These, however, are all the details given, and no further light is 
thrown upon his occupation when lying by the brookside than that 
he was supposed to be tishing, Perhaps he was washing the blood 
fromthe stick, or from his hands, 

The blind man, who was about twenty-three years of age, urged 
in his defenee that he and the boy had lost their way, and that the 
hoy got up a tree, with his assistance, to see if there was any road 
hear; that the boy fell from the tree and hurt himself very much, 
that just before he had tumbled overa log of wood. Headded that 
finding the boy was badly hurt, and could not stand, he covered him 
over with ling, to shelter him from the cold, and that he stayed by 
him till he died. 

‘The judge and jury disbelieved his story, and within a few hours, 
for they wasted little time about these things then, the blind man 
was hanged, 


. ¥ * * * * 

“Pore boy!” murmured the Blue-Eyed, Bloodless Blossom ! 
“What had he done to thus provoke the rage and fury of his afflicted 
compinion! Had he let him trip himself over that log he spoke of, 
or made him bump his nose against the tree?” 

“Pore boy!” echoed Billiam the Blood-Bespattered. “The 
tenderest hearted have their moments of thoughtless playfulness,” 
and Ne arranged atin tack for Alexandry to sit down upon whilst 
he spoke, 

A minute later, and once again the next-door neighbours were 
saving, “ How often them Slopers beats their carpets !” 

(Next week a conrulser.) 


~~ TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—~— 

«,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course, Correspondents wishing their MSS, 
or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 
purpose, 


H. Rees WIttrams (4 Church Terrace, Homerton).— The verses 
are timely. ALLY is sorry space cannot be found for them.— 
Fr. E, COLLINS (Manchester House, Horsmonden).—ALLY must 
refer you toa “gunsmith,” who doubtless will give you the required 
information, ——THE AMATEUR PREss (T. Ludlow Chrystie, 
New York City).—Go on and prosper——ERNEST HOWELL (Gay- 
hurst Road Deiston)—Waat on earth hare you got to grumble 
about 2——J. MASON (Laurence Pountney Lane, E.C.).—Do you 
bestow the “ Sloper Watches” ? or ia ALLY accountable to you for 
giring them te whom he pleases? Wait your turn, and all will be 
xatished in time———BOODLE.— Thanks atofully.—ANON (Kil- 
hurn).—Very clerer and discreet, no doubt,— A, MAGNESS 
(Laburnum Vth Huyton Quarry, Liverpool ).—Com pete in some o, 
our Prize Comprtitions.—C., TOMSON (Clay Street, V pariereeelie | 
—Thanks for “qun and potato,” which hare been placed among the 
“ Relics,"——THOMAS ROBINSON (Raglan Street, Barrow-in-Fur- 
ness).—Thanks for your MS. which we regret is of no use, 
Ih. M. M.—The “chamber towel” has been placed _among_the 
* Relics,’ ——M, E. Ruopes (Borough Surveyor, Town Hall, 
Gravesend ).— Very fair, but of no earthly use-—UBIQUE (Stack 
Rock Fort, Milford Haven).—Many anges ga death ard letter ; sorry 
we could not fe | with your request,—W. REEVES (Fleet 
Street, E.C.).—Thanks for your caclanre. Brum (“rhe Fox 
nnd Grapes,” Birmingham).— Your address 7# most suitable as an 
answer to your Ietter——G. V. DE FRANCESCO (73 Tottenham 
Court Road)—Many thanks for your kind invitation ——ALBERT 
EDWARD (Doncaster).—Thank you for “the tip.”——FLORENCE 
MASTERS (Shepherd's Cottage, Maidstone).— Not possible this 
year,——J, F. Rice (Provost Street, City Road).—TZhanks for 
“pope and knife,” which hare been placed among the “ Relics,”—— 
ALBERT V, ANDERSON (Eltringham Street, Wandsworth).—A/l in 
good time, dear boy——THOMAS DELANAY (Mare Street, Hack- 
ney).— You hare been answered ina previous number,—-SYDNEY 
Bi, LAWRENCE (Grove Lane, Denmark Hill).—Very gaod, but re- 
yret having no space to spare for your enclosure-——F, FRANCIS 
(Brockley Road, Shepherds Bush).—No communications can be re- 
turned unless accompanied with stamps to cover postage. 

= 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Jllustrated Paper in Great Britain. 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d ; 6 Months, 3s. 3d ; 12 Months, 68 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES," 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 3 RuE LAFAYETTE, 14d. post-free, 


And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT "‘will be given for the 
Best Four- Line Verse on 


ec. BN DA COTLT. 


Each Line to begin and end with the Letters as shown hereunder: 


B . © 
N.. x 

D. f 
A T 


As there is sure to be a Government Prosecution over this Come 
petition, address all envelopes to— 
“A, SLOPER’S SOLICITOR,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
*.* The List will close this day, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 197TH, 1887, 


‘JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


ITE was a local builder, who had been raised to the dignity of the 
Mayoralty, and he was speaking in the presence of his foreman of 
his intention to visit London, “Then [ s’pose you'll see the Lord 
Mayor, sir.” “Oh, no,” modestly replied the master, “I shall travel 
ineog.” “Scuse, me, sir, but I wouldn't do that,” exclaimed the 
foreign ; “1 got my finger in one once, and it crushed it to the 
sone, -* 

* 


SCENE—A Police Court, Prisoner accused of having stolen a 
: fowl, which wax found upon him, i 
Magistrate, What have you got to say to this charge, prisoner ? 
Prisoner, | took it for a lark, sir, 
Magistrate, What! take a fowl! fora lark? Oh, no, you couldn't 
have done that. (Laughter.) Six weeks’ hard labour. (Tears.) 
s * 


“HAVE you heard that Smith is missing?” stid Jones. “No. ? 


replied Brown, “How long has that been?” “TI think he has 
known her about three weeks now.” “ Known her three weeks!” 
exclaimed Brown, “What do you mean?” “Why, the miss, of 
course, I said he was missing—after a miss. Don't you under- 
stand? Ha, ha, ba!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 186.—The “ Evening Party” Costume, 


Carex 
dd CRA To inds 
{ 


SHOWING OFF. 


TAFFY-ISH. 
English girls are very 
sweet ; 
Irish ones have beauty 


rare; 

Pompus. Walk up, ladies and gentlemen, and | geo: “a lass 

rize-fighters of the World, | grt ig aad 

th | But Wales sends us the 
' best of fare. 


see the Champion 
namely, Blood-sucking Jim, Sudden 
Tom, The Chick-a-leery Bloke, &c. 
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THREE AC(H)RES AND A COW. 


The three ac(h)res to be had free from any respectable dentist on application. 


NOVEMBER.—PORK IN SEASON. 

Now was the last squeaking roar 
Of many a mighty forest boar, 
Whose head, when came the Christmas days, 
Was crown'd with rosemary and bays, 
And so brought in, with shoutings long, 
And minstrelsy, and choral song. 

The artful Duthem hasteth to taste the 
roast leg and crackling at his favourite 
cookshop. 


Orator (who has been 
pitching into an opposition 
Spouter for the last twenty 
minutes).Gentlemen,| would 
challenge him to a duel if it 
was not for one thing. He 
might accept it. 


eee 
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“No, John,” replied the novelette-reading lady's-maid, “I grieve 
to say it, but I can never become your wife. When I am wed, | 
wish to be led to the hymeneal halter, while you—I'm eorrv for jt— 
but you are only a low menial.” * 


——__—.-__ 


Tomkins. 1 say, Johnson, how awfully you snore ! 
Johnson, 1 don't. 1 never snored in my life. 
Tomkins, It’s a fact. You kept me awake for half-an-hour Inst 


night. 
Jouhnson, Its very funny, then, for I'll swear I never heard 
myself snore in my life. *,* 


Way should rifle volunteers always be glad to retire to rest on 
the First day of April ?—Because they have just gone through » 
March of thirty-one days, *,* 


THEY were speaking of a well-known backbiter, and somebody 
observed, * And in addition to her slanderous tongue, she is really 
the meanest woman | ever came across.” “ Yes,” agreed the other, 
“she never opens her mouth but at somebody else's expense,” 

* 


* 
“Mary,” said a mistress to her maid, 
“The weather's inclined to be fickle, 
So your washing, please, put on one side, 
And set to this cabbage to pickle.” 
In the ev’ning the mistress exclaimed, 
“With the birch you ought to be tickled, 
You've stolen quite half of this cabbage— 
In fact, far more than you've pickled,” 
“It is all a mistake,” cried the maid, 
“ And go to the end I will stickle, 
You told me to gene: your cabbage, 
And, instead, cabbaged your pickle.” 


* 

THAT very:cold morning we had a few days ago, an applicant for 
a vacant clerkship was shown into Bullion's private office. The 

eat merchant was busy, and kept him waiting, so the applicant 
improved the occasion by poking the fire and making a blaze, 
“Upon my word you're cool!” exclaimed Bullion, gazing at him 
in astonishment. “1 am more than that, sir,” was the reply, “I'm 
very cold.” ** 


Mrs. Doater. Now, Tommy, darling, tell the gentleman how 
much twice six is, 

Tommy (sulky). Seven. 

Mrs. Doater, No, dear ; try again. 

Tommy (sulkicr). Twenty. 

Mrs. Doater. No, darling. Now, try again, there’s a good boy. 

Tommy (aulkiest), Twelve. 

Mrs. Doater. There's a dear! Isn't he clever, now? Only just 
ten, you know! He'll makea sharp man, won't he 


* 

TRE Eminent was at the office the other morning, going through 
the correspondence and picking out all the stamps, when the oftice 
boy made his appearance blubbering like a bull-calf. “Well, 
what’s the matter now?” enquired ALLY. “The cash-ash-sheer. 
sir!” sobbed the boy. ‘Well, what about him?” “He guv mea 
clout on the ‘ead and told me to go to the devil, and so 1 come to 
you, sir!” *,* 


First Errand Boy. Hallo, Bill! Wot cheer, mate? I’ve jest had 
my wages rose. é 

Second Ditto (ingebrisedy). Humph! Mine's raised so blessed 
high I can’t reach ‘em, for 1 ain't had none the last three weeks, 


A GREAT deal has been said and written lately about the folly of 
bringing up youths as clerks, and yet it cannot be denied that to 
do so is to make a move in the write direction. 


* 

IF you desire to kiss a lass, 
Why, kiss her if you can; 
But if she should refuse, alas ! 

Why, bear it like a man. 


* 

A FEW weeks ago SLOPER was advertised to give a moral lecture 
to children in the schoolroom near the Dogs’ Home. Thinking 
there was going to be a distribution of Watches, the little ones 
attended plentifully. The great man turned up three-quarters of 
an hour late, and commenced by saying, “ Now, I don’t wish to be 
disturbed in the middle of my lecture, so all you little ones who 
wish to leave, please go out before I commence.” He turned round 
to see if his supply of “ Unsweetened " had arrived, and on again 
resuming his position, he discovered that the room was empty. 


The children, not seeing any Watches, had taken him at his word. 
= * 


* : 
Brown, 1 bought a pair of blankets yesterday, and I was jolly 
glad of them last night, 1 can tell you. 
Smith, You've got them on tick, I suppose? 
Brown (indignantly). No, indeed! J paid cash for them, 
Smith. Oh, I'm sure you've got ‘em on tick! What's the good 
of denying? ee 
Brown (furious), 1 tell you it’s false. If you can prove it, I'll 


eat my hat. 
Smith (calmly), Why, you've got ‘em on the bed, haven't you? 
and as your is covered with fick, why— [Brewn bolts. 


* 

SoME people are never content to leave well alone. The other 
evening, in the private bar of the “Lord Napier,” a nautical-look- 
ing cad was giving himself any amount of airs, and astonishing the 
natives a great deal. “You must have travelled considerably, 
observed one of them presently. ‘Travelled !” he repeated, with 
a scornful sniff, “1 should think I have! I’ve been in all four 
hemispheres!” He looked proudly round for applause, and it was 
not until the snicker began to deepen into a laugh that he saw he 
had put his foot in it, and went outside to see a friend. 


~ 
Neighbour, How is it you manage to get such good milk, Mr-. 


Bloner : ; 
rs, Sloper, Why, we always put out two jugs, one for the milk 
and the other for the water. +," 


THE moon is shining Bright, dear, 
Will you come out with me? 
But will it be quite right, dear, 
To leave my home with thee? 
I love you as my life, dear, 
There’s no harm in a walk. 
But I'm not yet your wife, dear, 
And neighbours always talk. 
The fields we'll wander through, dear, 
Think of the lovely views. 
But frost is on the ground, dear ; 
I really must refuse. 
* 


* : 
ACERTAIN Gaiety masher was in the habit of carrying a huge 
gold locket containing a lock of hair, which he was particularly 
fond of exhibiting. “Whose hair do you say this is?” enquired an 
acquaintance one day. ‘That is off Mary Anderson's head,” was 
the proud reply. “Rubbish!” exclaimed the other ; “why, it isn t 
the right tint at all, What do you want to lie like that for? 1 
didn't lie,” answered the masher. “I said it was off Mary Ander- 
son's head. Well, it isn’t oz it, so it must be off it. See?’ 
-_* 
* 


Hungry Friend. 1 may as well join you at dinner, then. If 
there's enough for four, there’s sure to be enough for five. 

Bon Virant, That doesn't follow, my boy. There may be enough 
tablecloth, or grace, or even glasses, but not enough turtle, oyster 
sauce, or champagne. ** 


Why are the Baroness which our soldiers had in’ Egypt, and 
which bent like corkscrews, like A, SLOPER when he cannot obtain 
his usual supply of * Unsweetened ” ?—Because they are ill-tempered. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


TOOTSIE AT THE AVENUE. 


THERE was a time, according to my friend, mentor, and guide, 
H. B, Farnie, when a certain village in Burgundy was crowded to 
overtiowing with 
long - stockinged 
loveliness of so 
fetching a na- 
ture that the 
male biped, gaz- 
ing thereon from 
the stalls of this 
jolly little thea- 
tre, must feel 
his heart of 
hearts go pit-a- 
pat behind his 
spotless shirt 
front. Also, there 
is to be found a 
village mayor by 
the name of 
Arthur Roberts, 
who makes you 
scream with 
laughter. Indeed, 
there were many 
things the night 
I was there that 
nearly sent the 
maiden division 
of the audience 
into fits, notably 
the unpacking of 
a soldier's knap- 
sack, which was 
Polydore Poupart: ARTHUR ROBERTs. ges cba 
a live bird in it, a mouse trap (empty), a penny drum and trumpet, 
and a sugarstick. 

I didn’t happen to notice who was the regular author of the piece, 
but Arthur must be responsible for a great many of the best wheezes 
as pros. call lines that fetch the public. The monkey tricks he 
throws in anyhow are all his own, and apnery funay, as Billy 
observed, cautiously feeling the back of his waistcoat whilst he 
spoke, where something or other had seemed to me to go crack. 

The Old Guard, | am told, before being brought out in London, 
was tried for some nights at Birmingham. This seems to me a 
capital plan. It is of the most vital importance that a thing pro- 
duced before the potent, grave, and reverend London critics 
should be in the form and shape in which it is intended to run, or 
else, as a rule, those gentlemen don’t make any particular allowance 
for such shortcomings as may probably disappear next day. 
sides, there are nearly always bits here and there that at rehearsals 
are os such certain- 
ties to bring the house 
down, and that when the 
time comes don’t get 
noticed at all; or if they 
do get hissed, which too 
often go such a long way 
towards getting bad notices 
next day; and if these are 
found out in time afar off 
in the provinces it don't 
matter so much. Besides, 
lexpect the notion of what 
is called “dress reh Re 
must be joy and rapture to 
the provincial dawgishly 
inclined, who doubtless ex- 

tt to be all over the shop 

hind the scenes, you 
know, dear boy, squeezed 
by wreathing crowds of 
beauteousness. Only it’s 
nothing like that, as a rule, 
but rather slow. Beauty, 
of course, is there, but 
Beauty soon grows familiar to 


the lover, 
Fades in his eyes, and palls upon 
the sense, 
unless there is lively man- 
ners aud pretty ways to 
support it, although I have 
known stupid girls with 
ood figures hold men en- . 
thralled for quite a long time. Choristers are celebrated for their 
sweet and lively ways. 

Dallas, as an old Marquis, is very droll indeed. He is a great 
addition to the company, in which there are several new faces to be 
found. Marion Edgcumbe sings well, and Henriette Polak proves 
herself to bea great, pretty,and shapely uisition in the character 
of Patatout, who blows upon a bugle. Fanny Wentworth does 
well, too: but Phyllis, as the mashing barmaid, is delightful. 

Some of the music is very pleasant, although it may not, perhaps, 
be of the very newest, or, at any rate, perhaps it laboured under 
the disadvantage of only being thought of after somebody had 
thought of something or other else rather like it. 

The Old Guard ought to be a big draw for a long while to come, 
for there are an enormous number of theatre-goers now who go 
only to houses where bright music, pretty faces and dresses, not to 
say (though I don’t know why not, by-the-way) pretty figures as 

well, are to be 
found. It is, too, 
an entertainment 
something like, 
and yet quite dis- 
tinet from, Dor- 
othy at the 
Prince's, Miss 
Esmeralda, at the 
Gaiety, and The 
Sultan of Mocha, 
at the Strand, so 
anyone going to 
one ought to give 
them a turn all 


round. 

I find that I 
have omitted to 
mention the new 
baritone, Alec 
Marsh, who is 
first-rate, and to 
allude to Arthur's 
mock French 
solo, a la Paulus. 

T went there 
with the usual 
body statf, Bub, 
Billy, and Snook, 
who, however, for 
ne time past 
don’t appear to 
have bean on the 
; . very best of terms 
somehow, owing to a bill Bob backed for them not having been 
done something about he seems to have expected—I think, paid. 

The Dook’s tenants still continue not to pay up, and Billy's 
aunt takes no notice of his letters. I lent them two shillings. 


Follow-the-Drum : PHYLUIs BROUGHTON. 


x 


Some of Tootsie's Friends in the Old Guard. 


TWENTY SILVER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY 
EVERY WEEK. 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH. 


Guaranteed to keep perfect time. 


With this week's “ALLY SLOPER’S HALF - HOLIDAY,” 
TWENTY “SLOPER” WATCHES 
will be given away to Purvhasers of the Paper only. 
Each watch will have engraved upon it a faithful likeness of 


A. SLOPER, Es@., Friend of Man, Cut vutand pill in th 1 
printed below, and post it lee ai tes 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT 
“ The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


THE “SLOPER’” WATCH 
COMPETITION. 


“ Aliy Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 49th, 1887, 


GIO oe ee pan ree ae es AS 


Address 


Occupation, if any............. 


How many times applied ......-.-co-ccec ceric 


How bps Be Purchaser of) 
the “ Half-Holiday”’ \ 


The results of each week's Competition will be published in“ ALLY 
SLoPER'’s HaLF-HoLipay.” The list for this week's Competition 


will close on Wednesday evening next, Nuvember 23rd, 1887. The 


Result of the Competition of November 12th, 1887, will be published 
in the “HaLF-HoLIDaY” for Nocember 26th, 1887. 


*.* Specimen “SLOPER” WATCHES are on view at “ The Sloperies.” 


67th WEEK. 
RESULT OF NOVEMBER 5th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 
““sSLOPEBER’”?’ WATCHES: 


1, M. F. HUTTON, Scholar, 94 West Hill, Sydenham. Age, 10 years. Sub: j 


scriber—since 


1884, NDON. 
2. ALICE TIGHE, 229 Jamaica Road, Bermondsey. Age, 30 rears Sub- | 


scriber--over 3 years. NDON. 
3. A. G. GARDNER, 49 Amhurst Park, Stamford Hill. Age, 19 inte Sub- 
scriber—since January, 1885, ONDON. 
4. GEORGE P. HAYES, Farmer, Parsons Hill. 
FETHARD. 


14 months. 
&. GEORGE BEARD, 10 Hauteville. Age, 46 years. Subscriber—over 3 
years. GUERNSEY. 
6. EDWIN ODELL, Examiner, Ordnance Survey, Sarn. Meyllteyrn. Age, 24 
years. Subscriber—11 months. PWLLHELI. 
7. G. HARGOOD, Sergeant-Major, A Troop, Royal Engineers, South Camp. 
Age, 35 years. Subscriber—since August, 1885, ALDERSHOT. 
8. GEO. COX, Bookseller's Assistant, 49 le Street. Age, 27 years. Sub- 
scriber—since first number published. ACCRINGTON. 
9. WM. H. FITZPATRICK, Newtown Avenue. Age, 20 years. Subscriber— 
since commencement. BLACKROCK. 
10. WILLIAM ROBERT FLETCHER, Labourer, 73 Wakering Terrace, Wa- 
Kering Road. Age,2l years. Subscriber—2yrs,11 mths. BARKING. 
ll, FRANCIS FREEMAN, Grocer, 24 High Street. Age, 20 years. Subscri- 
ber, 3 years. DARTFORD. 
12, MARK SMITH, Railway Clerk, 3 Somerville Terrace. Age, 24 im 
Subscriber—2 years, 7 months. FILEY. 
13. WILLIAM R. BUTLER, Wood Carver, Church Street, Downley. Age, 40 
years. Subscriber, 3 years, 3 months. HIGH WYCOMBE. 
14. JOHN CURDY, Plumber, 16 Montgomery Street. Age, 26 years. Subscri- 
ber, 11 months. IRVINE. 
15. EDITH MARY MARTIN. Schoolgirl, The Hawthorns, Sandyway. Age, 
14 st Subscriber—since first number. LICHFIELD. 
16, JAMES HENRY GREENOUGH, Parcel-Postman, Chapel Street. Age, 17 
years. Subscriber—2 years, 7 months. LEIGH. 
17. EDITH TUDOR, 16 Salamanca Road. Age, 14 years. Subscriber—2 i 
1 month. LLANELLY. 
18, ALFRED WOODs, Barman, “Horse and Groom,” Eastwood. e, 17 
years. Subscriber—1 year, 6 months. ROCHFORD. 
19, JAMES C. PARIS, Coastguard, Coastguard Station. Age, 38 Bort 
sTO) 


Sul 
scriber—22 months. HAVEN. 

20. WILLIAM O'CONNOR, J.P., Age, 54 years. Subscriber—2 years, 6 
months. TRALEE, 


TINNED FLOWERS. 
(A SUGGESTION.) 


‘T1s now-a-days everything tinned that we eat, 

And far-away countries prepare us our meat. 
Turnips, carrots, and peas, 
Ev'ry soup if you please, 

We extract from these tins with the greatest of ease. 


Game, patties, and sausages, mutton and ham, . 
French mushrooms and oysters, and ox tongues and jam, 
All the fish that are made, 
And the best marmalade, 
Are put up in tins to be sold by the trade. 


There's something, however, whate’er you may say, 
1 have not yet met with packed up in this way. 

It may sound perhaps absurd, 

But I give you my word 
Of Flowers be-tinned I have never yet heard. 


Kippered roses I long for, for roast fuchsia sigh, 
A chrysanthemum pudding and mignonette pie; 
Luscious dahlias to boil 
And young daisies in oil, 
With violets warranted never to spoil. 


A tin with the choicest geraniums filled, 
Another with primroses daintily grilled ; 

A nice sun-dried lily 

Or datfydowndilly . : 
Or—well, p’r’aps you're right—I'm a stupid old silly. 


OUR CHARACTER TOLD. 
For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOVER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the 
services of a Graphologist of great skill and talent hare been enygawd, Readers 
destring a deltneution of their churacter must sendu letter of moderate length, 
siqned with the usual stqnature, und uccom rnied by a stamped addressed 
envelope (with the writer's own address). All letters must be directed to— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Answers witl be posted dtrect to the addresses given on En relopes. No notice 
will be taken of any communication not complying with the ahove requiattons. 
‘Answers cannot be guaranteed within fourteen days, but will be forwarded 
as early as posstble. 


Age, 22 years. Subscriber— | 


FLUFFIE. 


———— 

FLUFFIE was a toy terrier. He was very small, and very sharp, 
and very snarly. 

He belonged to Miss Florrie Longpinks of the Friv. Fluffie had 
been given to her 
by the Hon'ble 
Bob Stubles, who 
was a gentleman 
much interested 
in the stage. He 

backed up 
three burlesque 
companies in his 
time, and had 
even accompa- 
nied one select 
company to Aus- 
tralia, 

Miss Florrie 
Longpinks was 
anxious to have 
a theatre of her 
own. It isa nice 
thing to be bossess 
of a show; to be 
able to patronize 
all the girls; to 
have a nice 
brougham, and to 
have your photo 
in half the shops 
in London, and 
your lithograph 
on all the hoard- 


ings 

Miss Florrie, 

let me tell you, 

was remarkable 
as possessing one of the finest figures on the stage. 

“Tf that girl’s real and no padding,” said a city gentleman, who 
made a goodly pile at Capel Court, and also was fond of patronizing 
the stage, “if that girl’s real she’s worthy of a theatre of her own, 
and hang me if I’d mind helping forward such talent.” 

“She's a splendid girl, and so good tempered and good natured,” 
said a minor actor as they stood at the wings. The minor actor 
had borrowed half a sovereign of Miss Florrie, which he had not 
oo intention of paying back, so he was bound to speak well 
of her. 

“She is a splendid girl,” continued the city gentleman with capital. 
“She isa splendid girl,” said the minor actor without any capital. 
Among other peculiarities, Miss Florrie would persist in taking 

Fluftie behind the scenes at night, She had a good many friends 

who regularly 

took stalls in the 

Friv., so the 

manager could 

not much object. 

She was given to 

pet the little dog 

when they were 
waiting at the 
wings. 

“T hate the 
sight of the little 
beast,” said Miss 
Topsy Jones. of 
the high heel aud 
ee silk brigade; 
oo 8. 
him 


She gave him a guod kicking. 


e only foudles 
use she 

thinks it looks 
fascinating. Yet 
she pinches the 
little brute when 
no one’s looking. 
I've seen her do 
it often enough. 
She'll do it once 
too often some 


ay. 

However, Miss 
Florrie went on 
ite le | with 

Slufiie of a night 
and looking fas- 
cinating. But 
the girls said, “She wouldn't be worth a 3 if it wasn’t for the 
lot of idiots that think so much of her. She's the biggest stick 
going, and can no more act than she can drive a four-in-hand. If 
that city feller doesn’t back her up in a theatre her day will soon 
be run out, for all her fondling Fluftie, and playing Mazeppa over 
the water.” 

And it was really rather a critical time with Miss Florrie. 

One day, when she was out for an airing in Kensington Gardens, 
Fluftie made himself disagreeable by trying to bolt away. Miss 
Florrie, who was a sweet, amiable girl, got him into a quiet corner, 
and gave him a good kicking under the shade of a tree. 

Fluftie remembered it. 

It was night-time at the Friv. Some of the girls were standing at 
the wings. The city gentleman was then casting admiring eyes at 
Miss Florrie. 

Miss Florrie here pushed by accident against Fluftie, aud trud on 
his tail, To the : 
delight of the 
girls, Fluffie did 
not cry out, but 
quickly turning 
round, _ quietly 
nipped Miss 

Florrie on the 


calf. 

Miss Florrie did 
not call out. 

“Why, hang it. 
she’s _ padded,” 
said the _ girls, 
aloud, and the 
city gentleman, 
who was going tu 
open a new Friv., 
looked somewhat 
disgusted. 

“LT hate wool 
stuffing, and 
don’t know that 
there’s so much 
in her, after all,” 
he said. He did 
not open a new 
Friv, and Miss 
Florrie did not 
sprear in it as 

azeppa. 

Some dear 
good-natured 
girls told her 
about Fluftie and 
the wool-stutting. 

Miss Florrie next morning took a walk to Hampstead Ponus, ant 
Fluffie was thrown in with a brick round his neck, 

Miss Florrie’s luck, as prophesied, left her. 


~~“ Why, hang it, she’s padded !” 


Fluttie was thrown in. 


ey oe 
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PRIME WINKLES. 


T (ole) CRUEL! Mrs. cone nee send Coy an unlucky womun as | 
i | Dreadful Boy (who isn't going—this time, at any rate), Werry sorry we're so full, Mum. Will any gent ride outside to oblige a lady? Hoomia nin to baveattew eed and T ain't got a 


i PICKHEADO INO ITALIANO. 

“at singular law suit is agitating the minds of the Italians in the Isle uf Capri. An American, named Mac Owen, has bought « cilia 
situated over that well-known wonder, the ‘Blue Cave. Mac Owen maintains that the care, being immediately under his villa, belongs to him, 
and has, therefore, made a subterranean die his garden to the cave, It will be better, perhaps, for Mac Owen to waite his claims, us 
the cave is well known to be haunted by deni; sh.” —Daily Paper. 


ay ane, pat 
Hi ! Nir \ f if | 


i 


WHO NOSE? 


j Ruffian. Yah! who hung yer behind that nose, guv'nor ? 
5 4 How many ‘andkerchiefs do you use a day to It? : 


1, “I'll see for myself.” said Pickhead, who had 2. L rose in the centre of the “ Blue Cave,” whose arches, 3. I turned. It was a monstrous devil-fish. [ 
fone over to Naples to settle the dispute,“if MacOwen _crags, and columns, bathed in cerulean tints, and la nped hastily climbed on to the lazulite ledge, to which 
a right to bore a hole into this lovely azure by asort of liquid sapphire, have been oft described. I I had been clinging. “Hold hard!" said he. 
grotto.” So I got a Neapolitan boatwoman to row was now shut off from the outer world. Consequently, I clutching me by the leg. “I am doing +o,” I 
me to Capri; and not ting to enter by the usual —_ was much startled to feel something or somebody tapping _—replied; “but you needn't; so if you'll be guud 
way—through the low, dark areh in the cliff—dived me on the shoulder. enough just fo—” 
through the sub-marine entrance. 


i... 


ee 


» 4. “ Look here,” said he, the best thing you can 5. Down he dragged me, and the next moment I was 6. “ Allow me, beautiful deity, to explain!” I cried, 
OUR NEW SUPERINTENDENT. go aes par oa Ze! ce eee ae s esi wh DOs Kanding poe apes, sodden | of oe, re s ere he is, Kneeling: She piushed, pa tated to oe Setopes, 

Superintend specto’ replied, mw; n ke e r of my missus !” ¢ the octopus; “t e chap who wants “You may retire,” she said. Dear me! how she 

} 1 policnmen rete ie Tan way Wetec andtone cee graminar. What! " he cried, “you MacOwen! to ‘improve’ our cave.” “No, no!" I protested. “But I laughed at the mistake! I had no idea godde-ses 
another from somewhere. u Come along o’ me!” “Let me explain!” I cried; —_say,*yes, yes !*" said he. “No prevarication, young fellow; were so affable, She told me she knew me very well 


but he wouldn't. you said so yourself.” by reputation. I almost wished I could stay, | 


ee the woulda to ene 
"4" At the request uf many of our Readers, we have made special arrangements with the Elder McNab of that I Uk, who will be laid on week by week asa sort of Special Correspondent tv A, SLOPER, Esu. 
The Elder promises to keep us well supplied with sketches of his marvellous Adventures and Huir-breadth Escapes, so please luvk out for squalls ! 


de THE ELDER’S MISSION AMONG THE UNEMPLOYED. 
si f a 7 — ‘ ~ *, 


Join tarcy | RAEFLE 
Mm NADs BR ' PRIZE 
Ni NABS Comiy 


Beet oe ‘ 
Pee NO eles 
‘ see il 


Oa ee eee cia 


oF". _ 
La Wy Y 


| 
ii 
‘j 
| mat 1. The Elder is deputed (prayerfully) by the Kirk as a fit and proj 2, “Dear me!” said the Elder, “they're a nice lot of pertat les,” 4. “It strikes me,” said the Elder, “that some o’ them has no been unen- 
; f , Ee to attend the unemployed demonstrations, and bring his wighty when— . y bog Be gp nl Bd mange pt oma ¢ them has no been unen 
i ; fluence to bear pacifically on the question. 3. He was tripped, and went headlong over the parapet, with a yell. parts?" 
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/ beagi't if Pi ry 


- aa les) 
Giving-vp “Pig Med alg 
ST. GILe’s 


LOCAL GOARD 


) ae 
| Y 
i 
4 
h 


A Work ouge Cuy- | re [ 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. (| i 


Slap bang! up goes the curtain! Here I am again, ladies and gentlemen. How goes it with you all, this week—pleasant as ever? What do you think of these sparklers /—Soldier-dogs, a noble plan, it 
Dogs will take the place of man:—Oh, Gussie dear, a narrow squeak ; A safer place you'd better scek :—The master raved to see the “ Guy,” The paupers felt exceeding joy :-—Another outrage here we | ‘*) 
' 


see, When will Pat from crime be free ?—Cafferel from medals shorn, Poor old chap, he looked forlurn—Strange behaviour, what's it mean? Quite a skittish sort of scene :—A foolish man to make the 


a SL 


N\ 


( Ms ‘s 
chart over here, atley 


Music-Hall Artistes. Jolly (s)tars are our men. 


Fi YS 


Is tee 
{ By a old 


2 i 


t of a ‘father 
te ob 


“No dear!” 


id e AY YES ~ a a ; 
Zag 


Fussy. I say, guv'nor, sheer that round to yer mouth; you don't 
u Mat drink through yer ear, do ca ? - ! 


374 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——- 


It isaremarkable fact that every Monday morning there isa 
great outburst of London's present terrible fever epidemic, and 
many more additional cases are taken 
tu the hospital than during the rest 


of the week, On the Saturday after- 
noon, and on the Sunday, ple con- 
gregate at each other's homes, the 


erms of disease are carried away, and 

onday morning sees the evil brought 
to light. The multiplication of cases 
of fever due to family gatherings on 
the first and last days of the week 
would seem to be a thoroughly and 
soundly established fact. 


* 

Ir is a pleasure to A. SLOPER to 
know that a dramatic entertainment 
was recently given at the Royal Park 
Hall, Camden Town, for the benetit 
of the widows and orphans who were 
left destitute by the Exeter tire. The 
procecds, amounting to over thirty- 
two pounds, were forwarded to the 
Mayor of Exeter by Mr. Joseph Bangs, 
the hon. secretary of the committee. 

ve 


* 

AT the Athenwum, Camden Road, N., the students and artistes 
connected with the North London Institute of Music lately gave a 
concert in aid of the Great Northern Hospital Fund. Mr. Louis Cottell 
cannot be credited with too much praise for the manner in which 
he has imparted to his pupils a thorough musical knowledge. Under 
his directorship the concert was a complete success, 

** 


ACCORDING tu a recent advertisement in the Daily News, a 
pretty double-fronted gentleman har apartments to let. It is 
rather a pity that a more suitable field of action cannot be found 
for the gentleman, As the centre of attraction in a travelling show 
a double-fronted gentleman who is airy & should experience no 
great difficulty in making his own and his showman’s fortunes. 
The public corseinly would not object to pay a penny a peep. 
A. SLOPER advises Mr. Double-Frout to lose no time, but place 
himself at once in the hands of Barnum. Or perhaps he would not 
object to be placed in “The Sloperies”” Museum as a natural curi- 
osity. If so, let him step this way, and he shall be accommodated 
with a front seat, + * 

HERE is a something which may interest some of our lady readers 
whether she be a duchess in the ball-room or a peasant in the hut. 
It seems 
that in the 
local Salva- 
tion Army 
at Heanor 
in Derby- 
shire, a “ fe- 
male cap- 
tain” has 
got a youn, 
man Ciena 
over tokeep 
the peace 
for writing 
to herto 
say that 
he means 
either to 
marry her 
or murder 
her. It is 
said that 
women ad- 
mire deter- 
mination in 
a wooer. If 
so, that 
young man 
ou t to 
find his way 
to the “captain's” heart, for he told her to accept him or “ you can 
order your coffin at once.” But perhaps that style of wooing is 
too suggestive of Captain Moonlight to lead to a lune de miel, 

-?¢ 
. 

DURING the last few years it appears that no less than six and a 
half tons of diamonds have been obtained from Africa alone. These, 
eweet gentles, be wondrous big figures. A. SLOPER can only ex- 
press the wish that those glittering gems were all safely stored 
away in the underground caverns of “The Sloperies.” Then would 
he solemnly and silently creep down in the dead middle and waste 
of the night, and take out handfuls, and go and see Uncle Atten- 
borough, and cease to work for evermore ! 


* 
AT Bordesley Station stood a few days ago a eee railway 
clock, fixed like most similar timekeepers in the wall of the station. 
Some thieves apparently took a fancy to it, and must have spent 
the greater part of one night in laboriously loosening the supports 
and picking it out. Anyway, the station-master next morning 
found it missing. What the audacious gentlemen did with their 
prize when they got it is puzzling. They could hardly sell it; no 
ordinary house would contain it, and it was decidedly too bulky to 
be carried about as a personal timekeeper. 
s-* 


* 

CHARLES HAWTREY seems to have secured another big success 
for the Globe Theatre, in the shape of a capital little comedy en- 
titled, Arabian Nights. 
W. Penley, and dear 
little Lottie Venne are 
splendid in their mirth- 
provoking efforts, and 
secure capital supper 
from the rest of the 
company. By-the- 
bye, Tootsie hears that 
her friends, Amy 
Roselle and 
Dacre, are scoring a 
great success in the 
provinces with Our 
Jvan, Good acting, 
combined with agree- 
able stage presence 
such as they possess, 
can hardly fail to make 
their mark on the sus- 
ceptible hearts of our 
country cousins, 

* 


' CANON ISAAC 
TAYLOR has fairly set 
the clerics by the ears. 
: His praise of Islamism 
2 has startled the 
Church, but no one 
can doubt the truth of his contention that, “except by a miracle, 
cannibals cannot pass at one bound from the adoration of lizards 
to an intelligent comprehension of the Athanasian Creed.” as Iky 
Mo says. A naked nigger suddenly brought face to face with the 
Thirty-nine Articles would deed understand about as much of 
them as he would of the odds about next year's Derby, 


Arthur | 
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JOHN IL. SULLIVAN, who claims to be the champion pugilist of 
the world, has arrived in London, as we dare say the majority of 
English people have heard 
before now. He is accom- 
panied by Jack Aston, a 
pomiiog middle-weight. 
sullivan states that he has 
not come here to meet 
beaten men and duffers, but 
he will take on the winner 
of the English champion- 
ship. We don't know what 
J. L. means by duffers ; we 
hope he does not mean to /; 
be personal, as the SLOPER | 
Staff are very touchy when 
their courage is doubted ; 
but if Sullivan likes to trot 
round this way, several of 
us would risk a bob or two 
with him, and take the 
chance of getting “Two 
Lovely Black Eyes,” 


* 

THE public may enjoy a 
literary treat if they care 
about it. Professor Sayce 
has invited the public to 
dip into the “ Die Arische 
Periode,” and “Die Her- 
kunft der dArier.” We ; 
should have sent our office , 
boy out for the books if we had been sure there had not been a 
printer's error in the assertion that the books named gave a full, 
true, and accurate account of “the kitchen middens” of Scandi- 


navia, If it had been the kitchen maidens, by-the-bye, A, SLOPER | 


would have looked forward to an interesting afternoon. 


THE late Mr. Matthew Riley Dease, of Dee Farm, County Louth, 
has left forty-four thousand pounds to the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, for the purpose of gto dpanie the National Debt! If 
he had left it to the F.U.M., there would have been some sense in 
the bequest. As well attempt to stay the tide of the Thames by 
dabbing a full-bottomed wig into the current from London Bridge 
as by any private bequest to deal with the huge monetary obliga- 
tions of the country. A little sum like this, however, would have 
been just exactly the amount of capital which we should have 
enjoyed to have headed the subscription list with, for the relief of 
the destitute poor. *.* 


ANOTHER most successful attempt to discover an escape of gas 
took place at Lambeth a few days ago. A strong smell had been 
noticed iu the day,and towards 
evening it grew stronger. The 
inhabitants of the dwelling, 
carefully providing them- 
selves with a lighted candle, 
went in search of the leakage. 
They found it. What was more 
difficult to discover after- 
wards, however, was the fur- _| 
niture and the windows, 
which had been expedited 7 
into space. Unhappily, the 
house was also set on fire, and 
the persons residing in it 
seriously injured. When will 
people learn wisdom? 


» 

Mr. Provss, who follows 
the ennobling profession of 
wood-chopping, has met with 
a just reward for manifesting 
in a curious way a tendency 
for caressing dumb creatures. 
Last July Mr. Prouse so far 
imitated the example of Mr. 
Gilbert’s burglar, who was in 
the habit of qumping on his 
mother, that he danced on a 
cat, leaving the hapless dis- 

nser of midnight music half 

lead, A few days ago, in the Camberwell road, Thomas stroked a 
donkey on the nose with a piece of wood. The caresses were vio- 
lent, and for the next six months at any rate Mr. Thomas Prouse 
will be secluded from the company of his friends and his relations. 
If he would only jump upon himself as violently as he did — 
the Thomas cat, and smite himself upon his own atari witha 
weaver’s beam with the same force that he tickled the donkey, 
society would be avenged in a right and proper manner. 


* 

JUVENILE confusion of mind as tothe whereabouts of particular 
events on the long roll of time is illustrated by the story of the 

lue-eyed Boy who was asked whether a certain incident took 

lace “B.c.” or “A.D.” One might have thought that the Ingen- 
ous Innocent, if he did not know, would have guessed, at least, at 
one or the other ; but, being unable to decide on either, he invented 
a combination, and suggested “ B.D.” 


A COUNTRY contemporary tells a wonderful story about a roman- 
in connection with one of 


tic elopement which has just occurred 
the oldest aristocratic families in 
the kingdom. “The chief actor is 
a high-spirited youth, whose age is 
given as not more than seventeen, 
and who is the only son and heir 
of one of the county families of 
Worcestershire, and whose name 
occurs in Doomsday Book.” A 
“high-spirited youth,” “whose 
name occurs in the Doomsday 
Book,” should certainly be old 
enough to take care of hitnself, 
though why he should be described 
as only seventeen, under the cir- 
cumstances, is somewhat puzzling. 


* 

THESE be hard times. Rents and 

rates are heavy, and the price of 
beefsteaks and mushrooms soar 
higher and higher. Brigade-surgeon 
Curran, however, has hit upon a 
capital idea, For making little in- 
comes go a long way, he suggests 
that mankind should fall back into 
a state of cannibalism, According 
to Mr. Curran, the common or 
garden man has tissues which have 
nutriment superior to that supplied 
by the lower animals. The brigade- 
surgeon, therefore, suggests that in 
order to decrease a surplus popula- 
tion we should at once commence 
to eat babies. The idea is a noble 
one. We have held ourselves for 
vears, although we never put the 
posciice to the test, that pickled 
vaby cold would make the finest and most superb supper possible. 
If Brigade-surgeon Curran thinks fit to make an experiment we will 
let him use our front office as a restaurant, and serve up our own 
pet office boy—who doubtless will not object to be a victim in the 
noble cause of science—as well as our head printer's devil, We 
“could_not say fairer.” 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 26TH, 1587, 


20th November 1632.—The office of High Admiral was 
this day first put into Commission. The Lord High Admiral was 
one of the principal ofticers of the State, who formerly decided a}| 
cases relating to the sea. He wore a gold call and chain, similar jn 
form to that which has descended to the boatswain and his mate 
This dignity has been extinct for many years, and the duty merge 
into that of the Lords Commissioners and Admiralty Court, - |), 
1827 it was revived fora short time in the person of His Royal 
Highness the Duke of Clarence. i 

20th November, 1272.—Edward I., who was crowned this day 
was the English Sovereign who had most children. By his firet 


| wife, Eleanor, he had four sons and eleven daughters ; by Margaret, 


his second wife, he had three sons, making a total of eighteen 
Queen Anne had a family of seventeen children, all of whom died 
in pmeg fl except William, who lived to be eleven years old ; ani 
George III. had a family of fifteen children. 
_ 2lst November, 1595.—The first Eng iishenan who engage:| 
in the slave trade was Sir John Hawkins, who died on the abov. 
date, when arrived just in sight of the Island of Dominica. He was 
the founder of an hospital, at Chatham, for disabled and disease) 
seamen. In 1562 he transported a large cargo of negroes to His. 
paniola, or Hayti, and invested the proceeds of their sale in cargoes 
of sugar, ginger, and pearls. His profits in this adventure were so 
great that Queen Elizabeth became a partner in his second expedi- 
tion, which sailed five years later. In August, 1619,a Dutch man- 
of-war entered James River, and landed twenty negroes for sale it 
Jamestown, i The name of the captain has not been pre- 
served by any historian. In this way, and at that time, by th: 
connivance of England and Holland, African slavery was first intro- 
duced into an English colony, ; 

21st November, 1840.—This day, at ten minutes before 2 o'clock, 
the Princess Royal was born, 


22nd November, 1836.—On this day, the French, und-r 
General Clansel, sustained a@ serious defeat at Algiers, with the lo-. 
of 5,500 men. The following superstitious custom is still prac- 
tised in Algiers. Every Wednesday the negroes repair to i 
spot called Seté-Aidun (seven fountains), the supposed heai- 
quarters of various genii. When they are all assembled, an old 
nD lights a fire near the fountain, throws on it some incense, 
which is inhaled by those who wish to do so, after which sonw 
cocks and hens are half killed and thrown on the sand. If in their 
dying struggles they move towards the sea, the sacrifice is agreeahh: 
to the spirit invoked, and the wish of the inhalers will be accom- 
plished ; if, on the contrary, the bird dies on the spot, or moves thu 
wrong way, the assistants have to begin again. If the priestess is 
pro, ip 8 eran unhappy cock generally manages to reach the sea, 
ovember, 1855.—The Dublin Court of Queen's Bench gay 
judgment this day in the case of Beamish v. Beamish, establishiny 
the principle that a clergyman could legally officiate at his own 
marriage, although it was admitted such marriage was clandestine 
and irregular, 


23rd November, 1854.—The Mary Graham, with a cargo 
of coals on board, was this day driven ashore near Sunderland, anil 
of twenty-four persons on board, only one esca; Coal was tirst dis- 
covered and worked at Tavcan lesen te early in the thirteenth 
century ; but being supposed prejudicial to health, its use was pro- 
hibited in and near London, A.D. 1306. It was first made an artic! 
of commerce from the north to the metropolis in 1381. The con- 
sumption of the material so far south must, nevertheless, have been 
very limited, for we find that in the time of Henry VIIL. it was 
only allowed in the private apartments of “the king, queen, and 
lady aia Coal was not in common use in England until th: 
reign of Charles I., 1625. 

23rd November, 1589.—James VI. of Scotland, afterwards Jame: |. 
of England, this day married Anne of Denmark. The first cvach 
seen in Scotland was that of this queen. In 1564 a Dutchman, 
named William Boonen, brought the first coach into England ; and, 
it is said, the sight of it put both horses and men into amazement. 
Some said it was a crab-shell, brought out of China; and some 
imagined it to be one of the Pagan temples, in which the cannibals 
adored the devil. 


24th November, joer Vprerie of cighty rsons were 
this day buried in the ruins of an old house, which all in the High 
Street of Edinburgh. About fifty were got out alive, some of them 
severely injured, the remaining were found to have been killed by 
falling and stones, or suffocated in the outbreak. Of those 
rescued, a considerable number were children. On the rebuilding 
of the premises, a memorial tablet was inserted in the front, illus- 
trating a touching incident in the disaster—the rescue of a boy whu 
was heard to encourage the workers above his prison with the 
remark, “ Dig away, lads, I’m no deid yet.” 

24th November, 1844. William Duckett and Elizabeth Williau-. 
a young couple e! ed to be married, committed suicide this day, 
in a room at Mile End, by taking prussic acid. 

2th November, 1808.—“ On n‘a dans la vie qu’un chien, comm 
on n’a qu'un amour,” writes Jean Baptiste Alphonse Karr, who 
was born this day, in Paris. 

24th November, 1859.—The Victoria tubular bridge, at Montreal, 
was this day opened, Stephenson was the engineer. 


25th November, 1775.—Charles Kemble, who was born this 
day, told the story of how, one day, he was followed up Sackville 
Street, Dublin, by two beggar women, between whom the followin 
Cialogue passed, evidently with a view to his editication :—* Och, 
but he’s an illigant man, is Misther Charles Kemble!” “An. 
‘deed, so was his brudher, Misther John, thin—a moighty fvine 
man! And to see his demanour, puttin’ his hand in his pocket 
and givin’ me sixpence, bate all the world!” , 

25th November, 1843,—An earthquake shock was this day experi- 
enced in Germany. : 

25th November, 1861.—Chester Station Hotel was this day 
destroyed by fire. ; 

25th November, 1857.—General Havelock died this day of dyseu- 
try, in camp at the Dilkoosha, aged 62. 


26th November, 1722.—Thomas West, the proprietur ! 
“Tom’s” coftee-house, in Russell Street, which was taken down it 
1865, this day threw himself, in a fit of delirium, from the second: 
floor window into the street, and died immediately. “‘Tum'> 
og to have been a general coffee-house, for in the parish book= 
of St. Paul’s, Covent Garden, is the entry :— 


£ed 
46 dishes of chocolate . . : 5 c ‘ x 13 4 
34 Jellies ‘ e 2 ; c Fs 5 . 4 : wo 
Biscuits é s : 3 . é : 3 . 23 
26th November, 1855.—The Victoria Docks, at Plaistow, were thi- 
day opened. 


26th November, 1703.—Winstanley this day perished in the 
KddsHone Lighthouse, which was overthrown in the great storm 
on this night. 1t was supposed to have been the must vivleut 
storm on record. _ 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 50 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL. the Prv- 
rietor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAyY.” to thr 
next-of-kin fan Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servants 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his or her death 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United ray We 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” is found upon the Decersed at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HatF-Houipay ” is published every Thursday 
morneng at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 10 u'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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THE MENTAL DIFFERENCE. 
—~— 


THE diff’rence ‘twixt the mental state 
Of both the rival sexes 

A question is, which needlessly 
Philosophers perplexes, 


If folks, discarding prejudice, 
The truth would plainly speak, 

The reason of that difference 
Would not be far to seek, 


Indeed, the argument's so brief 
‘Tis past ere well begun: 

It is that woman has a mind, 
And man, alas! has none, 


Dear woman changes oft her mind— 
She's neither wrong nor strange ; 

But man is constant still, because 
He has no mind to change. 


A bit of their delightful minds 
Wives every day they live 

Give to their by husbands, who 
Have got no mind to give. 


The mental difference 'twixt each 
I}l-matched and wayward sex 
Is thus explained, and never more 

Need anvone perplex, 
SS 


ALLY INDIGNANT. 

“[ say, ALLY,” remarked the Dook Snook one Sunday morning, 
as he stood outside the Eminent's residence and upon the 
dreary terrace which he honours by his presence, “how many eggs 
do von consider there are in this row of houses, not counting your- 
self?” “ What do you mean,gour Grace?” spluttered ALLY, over- 
come with indignation, “ Oh, well, then,” said Snook, deprecatingly, 
“including yourself, if you prefer it.” 

ee 


PITY THE UNEMPLOYED. 

HF was appereney acoster out of work, and he was walking in 
the middle of the road singing “ Maid of Athens,” in his “ Yarmouth 
Bloater” voice. ‘“ Poor fellow!” exclaimed Jones, “I must give 
hima penny.” And he suited the action to the word, “1 consider 
that is a mistake,” observed Smith, who was walking with him, 
“for I'm sure | can’t see what he is to be pitied for.” “ You can’t !’ 
ae i why, I should think any man with a voice like that 
is to be pitied.” 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manis now giving Two Substantial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- HOLIDAY "— 
one toa Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
re tocut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to:— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*.¢ 


"«* Applicanta must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Eneclope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS: 


an 


“ Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November 49th, 1887. 


Name ........ 


Address 


® “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 


42nd WEEK. 
RESULT OF NOVEMBER 5th COMPETITION. 


The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“sLOPER PRESENTS.” 


1, MISS A. FARRELLY, Moran's Hotel, Gardiner Street, OUBLIN. 
A WORK-BOX. 
2. WALTER PAYNE, Chapel Street, TIVERTON. 


A SILVER SNUFF-BOX. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. — 
_ Advertisements. asunder, will be inserted in this column free of 


charge, provided the Sender's Name and Address is enclosed with the 
Advertisement, not for publication, but axa guarantee of good farth, 


Address—TOOTSIE, “ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


UNFLOWER, aged 21, is affectionate, domesticated, and of 
cheerful disposition, would like to correspond with a gentleman with a 
comfortable income and amiable disposition, age and looks no object. Sun- 
flower is tall, and fair figure; would like the gentleman to be about 5 ft. 10in, 
Enclose photo to “SUNFLOWER,” “TOOTSIE’'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


YOUNG MAN, aged 26, dark, medium height, with a salary of 
£140, wishes to correspond with a domesticated young Indy between 20 
and 25 Fears of age—one who would not object toa country life. Please en- 
close photo, which will be returned if requested. Address — “ SEEDLING,” 
RL DOTAIES MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, 


Cy 
Two YOUNG LADIES wish to correspond with two young 
gentlemen with view to marriage. Enia, aged 18, is fair, handsome, 
and possesses a good figure. Ivory is also fatr,and considered pretty. Both 
ure musical, and thoroughly domesticated, and move in good society. The 
gentlemen must be dark, and of the average height. Photo required. Address 
“ENIA OR Ivory,” “TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


LAWRENCE, aged 27, tall, rather dark, with very good i:.come, 


wishes to correspond with a young lady with a view to matrimony. Money | 


no object, and the a can be either fair or dark, so long as she has a nice figure 
unt ts of the average height. Photo, if possible, to“ LAWRENCE,” * TOOTSIE’S 
MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


You NG LADY, aged 20, dark-brown hair and eyes, rather tall, 
4 very affectionate and good-tempered, would like to correspond with a re- 
spectable young man older than herself. Only those with honourable inten- 
tions need answer. Enclose photo to * PRILLIS,” “ TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL 
AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*.* NOTE.—Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and post-free, ta 
forward unopened, to the partes interested, all letters received in 
ney to the abore advertisements, Advertisements already recrived, 
which do not appear above, will appear as soon as space admits, 


THE EDITORS LETTER-BOX. 


eo 


*,* It has come to the knowledge of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M., that 
there are those who doubt the genuineness of the Letters published 
Srom numerous celebrities acknowledging the receipt of hia AWARD 
OF MERIT.” A. SLOPER, Esq., T.W.M., wishes toassure his patrons 
that erery letter that has been published under the title of “THE 
EDITOR'S LETTER-BOx ” is bond fide, and a Prize of £100 and the 
* AWARD OF MERIT” itac'f will be giren to anyone who can prove 
the contrary. 


HAYMARKET THEATRE, October 24th, 1887. 
DEAR MR. ALLY SLOPER,—Please accept my best thanks for so 
kindly thinking me worthy of your “ Award of Merit,” and believe 
me, yours gratefully, MARION TERRY, 


130 STRAND, W.C., October 25th, 1887, 
DEAR ALLY and Friend, your “* Award” came to time, 
And with your permission !'ll tell you in rhyme 
How, on going to business that night at the Pav., 
Not expecting the shock of delight [ should have, 
I bought your “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” as is my wont, 
Just a tit of those nasty “blue devils” to shunt, 
Being early as usual, | opened the sheet, 
And pred my young self for a jolly rich treat, 
1 read the first par., and was near upon floored ; 
At the second—I'm telling you truly—I roared ; 
The next joke, the third, really tickled me so 
That | went into raptures, and shouted, * Bravo!” 
Whilst a new comic singer, observing my tit, 
And who'd just lett the stage, thought he'd made a big hit: 
1 thought it was kinder to humour his whim, 
So | let him conceive I was laughing at him. 
In the midst of all this, you may guess my surprise 
When the wife, who was with me, said, “ Bless my dear eyes ! 
Here's SLOPER'S ‘ Award,’ dear—he's sent it to you J” 
Then I shouted for joy, sir—what else should I do? 
Mr. Villiers, the stagemen, the book-boy, and all 
The band—e'en the audience—gave me a “call.” 
Each felt himself honored that one of the lot 
ALLY SLOPER’S great “Order of Merit” had got. 
Ah! think of the envy of ev’ry French donner 
mo now) of the badge of the “ Legion of Honor!” (?) 
The lesson you teach men may learn if they try— 
** No honor's an honor that money can buy.” 
Tis merit—real merit !—all else 1s po ae 
With SLOPER ; but then ALLY's English, you know. 
But for fear that your patience, old friend, 1 should try, 
1'll close my sree and wish you good-bye 
And God speed! To amuse young and old, great and small, 
May you live long and well, and be laughed at by all. 

G. H. MACDERMOTT. 


5 SUSSEX MANSIONS, MAIDEN LANE, W.C., 
October 1887, 

My Dear Mr. SLOPER,—I cannot tell you how delighted I was 
to receive your “ Award of Merit,” and | am very much obliged to 
you for deeming me worthy of it. I assure you | shall treasure it 
very much, Trusting you and Tootsie are well, 1 remain, very 
sincerely yours, HELEN FORSYTH, F.O.8, 


2 FRITHVILLE GARDENS, UXBRIDGE Roap, W. 
October 27th, 1887, 

DEAR S1R,—Allow me to return you my very sincere thanks for 
the honour you have done me by bestowing “The Sloper Award of 
Merit" on so unworthy a person, 

I only received it last night, having been forwarded from the 
Trevor, as I had completed my engagement there. a paar dg for 
my seeming neglect, and once more expressing my obligation, | beg 
to remain, yours very truly, an F.O.S., 

To A. SLOPER, Esq. HENRI CLARK, 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 
£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” hare been 
presented to 


G. H. RAYNER, Queen’s Ferry, Flintshire. 
Sor the best answer, printed hereunder, to the question, 


WHY DOES A. SLOPER ALWAYS LOOK UNDER HIS BED ON 
GUY FAWKES’ NIGHT ? 


IT was 11 o'clock in the evening of a certain 5th of November a 
vear or two back, when ALLY, full of “ Unsweetened ” and feeling 
inclined to go to sleep, was disturbed by the noise of crackers, 
squibs, &c., with which Billiam the Blood-Bespattered and Alex- 
andry the Blue-Eyed were alarming the neighbourhood. “I'll 
settle their hashes,” quoth ALLY. He fetched them in, and 
making them sit down near him, he vrewed another glass, lit 
his pipe, and commenced a long cock-and-bull story of his being 
the direct descendant of King James II., whom the gunpowder 
plot was intended to blow Bes and tried to impress on the young- 
sters that he was the lawful heir to the throne; thereby, as he 
said, “ blending amusement (he might have added ‘and lies’) with 
instruction.” Billiam and Alexandry were bored to death, and 
inwardly vowed vengeance. At last, seeing they were tired out, 
ALLY, chuckling, sent them off to bed. Whei. they got outside 
Bill explained to Alexandry he was going to be even with the “old 
fraud,” as he disrespectfully termed the worthy SLOPER ; and pro- 
ducing the remainder of their stock of fireworks, he placed them 
in an old biscuit tin, and attaching a long fuse to it, lighted it and 
placed the box under the Eminent’s bed. The dear boys then hid 
themselves ina cupboard in the room. Soon after ALLY entered, 
He had had quite as much to drink as was good for him. He threw 
off h.s clothes and sought his couch. Soon his gentle snoring 
announced he slept. Billiam chuckhd. A few minutes more 
elapsed, and then ALLY was awakened by a violent shock and 
jumped out of bed, to tind the room full of sulphurous smoke, to 
see what he imagined fiery rats and snakes tlying about in all 
directions, and to hear diabolical laughter. With a wild cry of “I've 

ot’ em again,” he rushed from the house into the arms of Policeman 
No 99X. Alter a night in the cells in very airy attire, he was 
charged (ina blanket) at Bow Street, with being drunk and dis- 
orderly and having “ nodings on,” the night before ; fined forty bob 
and costs. When ne pot home again and found out Billiam’s little 
game, that sweet lad and Alexandry caught it hot. They were 
observed to have a great dread of sitting down for about a week 
afterwards, Since then ALLY has fesolved to keep as sober as 
possible on Guy Fawkes’ Night, to let Billiam and Alexandry blow 
up all Shoe Lane if they please, to avoid telling ridiculous and 
treasonable lies to people who won't believe them, and never by 
any chance to retire to rest on the anniversary of that memorable 
evening, without first looking under the bed. 


“HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A WARNING TO WOULD-BE BLONDINS.—It is not every tight- 
rope dancer who can keep his balance—at his banker's. 

AFTER mastering the Spelling, try the Pronunciation.—A corres- 
pondent at Corwen,'in Wales, sends us a placard posted there, con- 
taining Poor-law notices.—“ For the several parishes of Corwen, 
Gwyddelwern, Llangar, Llandrillo, Bettws-gwerfyl-goch, Llanti- 
hangel-glyn-myfyr, and Llansantffraid-glyn-dyfrdwy.” 

GOING ON CircUIT.—Taking > turn on the treadmill. 

A TICKET-OF-LEAVE.—A pawnbroker's duplicate. 

WHEN a young wife began her housekeeping book with “Gave a 
beggar a penny,” she rightly said that charity began a tome. 

OFFICIAL.—The Ministers won't take their whitebait dinner this 
year. Afterall, the proper thing for a Minister 1s plaice. 

WHAT IS“ PARLOUR LIGHTENING” '—Wait till you have the 
brokers in, then you wiil know, 


A HONEYMOON IN HIGHLOW TERRACE. 


(Commenced in No. 124.) 
_-_ 


CHAPTER XL.—( Continued.) 
SAY. “Good morning, Mr. Simpson,” to 
if the head cashier ; but Mr. Simpson 
makes no answer, It strikes me that 
the door-porter is uneasy when I speak 
to him, and that everybody generally 
avoids my eye, and takes stock of me 
clandestinely from round a corner, 

Presently Phlimsey's bell rings, The 
head cashier answers it, and returning 
to the ottice, beckons me solemnly, 
after the fashion of the shade of the 
late lamented Mr. Banquo, 

With a sort-of-giviug-way-at-the- 
knee kind of feeling, 1 rise and follow 
him, | tind Couterand Phlimsey drawn 
up ina line awaiting my arrival, and 
one of them says, “Look here, Mr. 
Fullalove.” 

| assume that sprightliness which it 
is the custom of those low down in 
our house to assume when those who 

are high up speak to them. 

“Mr. Couter says, “ We're very sorry, Mr. Fullalove, to have to 
make a serious complaint, but we are far from pleased with you, 
You are, in fact,” says Mr, Couter, “ utterly worthless and 
incompetent. You have never done half a day's work since you 
have been in the Bank. Your salary shall be paid to you to the 
end of the month, and you had then better go about your business, 
You have been intrusted with the care of the ledgers, sir, Look 
here, sir!—and here !—and here! Twelve—fourteen—sixteeun— 
twenty-two——” 

“Twenty-two what, sir?” 

“Blots!” he says, in a voice of thunder, and wrenches at another 
leaf. The leaf he wants to open has, however, stuck fast to the 
next leaf, owing to a good deal of ink having been shut up between 
them accidentally, and, when parted, there is what is technically 
termed a black beetle—a fine specimen. 

Mr. Couter is enraged ; so is Phlimsey. They say to one another, 
“Can we stand this!” and decide they cannot. They decide, there- 
fore, that 1 had better have my money and go, I take it, and 
presently make myself scarce. 

On finding myself out in the yung air, I am at first buoyant. 
Subsequently | despond a little. When [ fet home to Highlow 
Terrace, 1 feel very desponding indeed, and tell Rose Anna that 
ruin stares us in the face. 

She says, “Oh, bother!” * * * » * 


\\ 
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Counter and Phlimsey awaiting my arrival. 


We have had words, Rose Anna and I, but we are friends again. 
I have taken her to my bosom, and she is there at this moment. 
Later on we have tea, and talk things over. ' 

On retlection, Rose Anna writes to her mamma, who comes, bring- 
ing with her Rose Anna’s papa, and we talk things over lengthily. 

ft is Rose Anna's mamma's opinion that Iam asimpleton. Rose 
Anna's papa is inclined to think that perhaps I am more of a noodle. 
At last they agree together that it shall be nincompoop, This 
decision is to be considered final. 


* * * * * * 

Things have been very much talked over by this time, and Rose 
Anna and I are very miserable. It has been settled that we give up 
our house, and go into lodgings. When Rose Anna's father can find 
some suitable employment, | am to have it; but he don’t seem cer- 
tain as to what I am fit for. 

Rose Anna and | vow eternal devotion, when we get the chance, 
for half a moment, out in the passage. Then she goes home with 
her mother. I am not quite clear where I am going, but I suppose 
it is all right; only [ wish Rose Anna’s papa wouldn't interfere 
quite so much, If he does, we shall have some unpleasantness 
before long. 


* * * * * * 
We have had unpleasantness, I have told him my home is my 
own, and he 
Jie may go. Il 
/ have written 
to Rose Anna, 
bidding her 

return. 

* * * 

Rose Anna's 

pa is still 

ere,and Rose 
Anna has not 
come, I am 
going to write 
again to Rose 
Apna, 

1 have writ- 
tenagain. She 
sends hack a 
long letter, 
crossed, She 
says she and 


serious — talk. 
She hardly 
thinks she 
and I are 
suited to each 
other, We 
had better 
part, it is her 
opinion, Per- 
haps we had, 

Onthinking 
things over, it 
seems to me this has been a very long honeymoon, or a very short 
one; or, perhaps, there has been no honeymoon at all. 

I wonder whether there are many other honeymoons without any 
honey in them? Many ple who are “ happy ever afterwards,” 
and ever afterwards jolly miserable? Whether everything is a 
ghastly mockery, a hollow sham, and a whitened sepul, hre . 

Upon reflection, I have not the remotest notion, 

THE END, 


A black beetle. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


° 

of the ladies and gentlemen on whom the “ Sloper Avard 

of Merit” has heen conferred, The request seems so very | 

unreasonable, that the Mildewed and Moth-eaten Edifice 
has dectded to start weekly the 


“F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


ae Oe AFFECTIONATE BOBBY. — Werz. Ha, ha! I 
Nl 3 if cookie has left that rabbit-ple here? No 
No, L—Mr. Catrow!n, FOS, 


e, he! do’un? Oi doan’t see t’ roots a top. 
“Mr. Chirgwin was born in the year 1800, with a black 


’ 
face and a white eye, and, after receiving a very liberal— P E TER Ss U N c LE B ENJAMIN. ; 
perhaps too liberal an education, he evinced a tasie for play- ARGUMENT.—Peter’s Uncle Benjamin is particularly partial to a drop of “ Genuine O!d Tom.” 
ing the fool and the banjo, Taken up by A. SLOPER at 
some ‘At Homes’ the Eminent was giving at the time, 


received the “Sloper Award of Merit,” and was created 
F.O.S, May 2nd, 1885. Mr. Chirgwin ts still alive.” —Debrett, 
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Se jos, 
INDIAN SPORT.—a distinguished one extinguished. 
Vers a 


me 5, BLD 
Ola Burrows. For heaven's sake, cabby, be careful, my 


wife's bustle is in that bundle, if ‘it's injured there'll be 
ructions, 


and dreamt that he was chucked by the City’s ancient 
guardians, Gog and Magog. 


_— 


London : ‘Printed by Da LZIFL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, X w, and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, E.C.—Saturday, November 19, 1°87. 


(Saturday, November 19, 1887, 
© A. SLOPER has often been asked to aire portraits 


Cockney. I say! Blest if the animal’s hair don’t grow the wrong way. 
wonder Yokel. 
confound it all, who the d——1] wants her notes ! | 
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“HOW THE POOR LIVE.’ 


GEORGE 


CHAPTER I. 


COMMENCE with the 
first of this series of 
papers, a book of travel. 
An author and an artist 
have gone hand in hand 
into many a far-off region 
of the earth, and the 
result has been a volume 
eagerly studied by the 
stay-at-home public, 
anxious to know some- 
thing of the world in 
which they live. In these 
papers | feopiee torecord 
the results of a journey 
with pen and pencil into 
a region which lies at our 
own doors—into a dark 
continent that is within 
easy walking-distance of 
the General Post Ottice. 
This continent will, I 
hope, be found as inter- 
age as any of those 
newly-explored lands 
which engage the atten- 
tion of the Royal Geo- 
graphical Society — the 
» wild races who inhabit it 
7 will, I trust, gain public 
= sympathy as easily as 
those savage tribes, for 
whose benefit the Mis- 
sionary Societies never 
cease to appeal for funds. 
I have no shipwrecks, 
no battles, no moving ad- 
ventures by flood and 
field to record. Such perils as T and my fellow-traveller have en- 
countered on our journey are not of the order which lend themselves 
to stirring narrative. It is unpleasant to be mistaken, in uuder- 
ground cellars where the vilest outcasts hide from the light of day, 
for detectives in search of their prey—it is dangerous to breathe for 
some hours at a stretch an atmosphere charged with infection and 
poisoned with indescribable eftluvia—it is hazardous to be hemmec 
in downa blind alley by a crowd of roughs who have had heredi- 
tarily transmitted to them the maxim of John Leech, that half ! 


BY 
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POOR LITTLE BABY SENTINEL. 


bricks were specially designed for the benefit of “strangers ;" but 
these are not adventures of the heroic order, and kaos f will not be 
ie upon lovingly after the manner of travellers who go farther 
afield. 

My task is perhaps too serious a one even for the light tone of 
these remarks, No man who has seen “ How the Poor Live” can 
return from the journey with aught but an aching heart. No man 
who recognises how serious is the social problem which lies before 
us, can approach its consideration in any but the gravest mood, 
Let me then briefly place before the reader the serious purpose of these 
papers, and then I will ask him to set out with me on the journey 
and judge for himself whether there is no remedy for much that he 
will see. He will have to encounter misery that some good people 
think it best to leave undiscovered. He will be brought face to face 
with that dark side of life which the wearers of rose-coloured 
spectacles turn away from on principle. The worship of the beauti- 
ful is an excellent thing, but he who digs down deep in the mire 
to find the soul of goodness in things evil isa better man and a better 
Christian than he who shudders at the ugly and the unclean, and 
kicks it from his path, that it may not come between the wind and 
his nobility. 

But let not the reader be alarmed, and imagine that I am about 
to take advantage of his good nature in order to plunge him neck 
high into a mud bath. He may be pained before we part company, 
but he shall not be disgusted. “He may occasionally feel a choking 
in his throat, but he shall smile now and again. Among the poor 
there is humour as well as pathos, there is food for laughter as well 
as for tears, and the rays of God's sunshine lose their way now and 
again, and bring light and gladness into the vilest of the London 
slums, 

His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, in his speech at 
the opening of the Royal College of Music, said: “The time has 
come when class can no longer stand aloof from class, and that 
man does his duty best who works most earnestly in bridging over 
the gulf between different classes, which it is the tendency of 
increased wealth and increased civilization to widen.” It is to 
increased wealth and to increased civilization that we owe the wide 
gulf which to-day separates well-to-do citizens from the masses, 
It is the increased wealth of this mighty city which has driven the 
poor back inch by inch, until we find them to-day herding together, 
packed like herrings in a barrel, neglected and despised, and left 
to endure wrongs and hardships which, if they were related of 
a far-off savage tribe, would cause Exeter Hall to shudder till its 
bricks fell down, It is the increased civilization of this marvellous 
age which has made lifea victory only for the strong, the gifted, and 
the specially blest, and left the weak, the poor, and the ignorant 
to work out in their proper persons the theory of the survival of 
the fittest to its bitter end. 


There are not wanting signs that the “one-roomed helot” and his | 
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KNOCK, KNUCK! 


brood are about to receive a little scientific attention, They have 
become natural curiosities, and to this fact they may owe the honour 
in store for them, of dividing public attention with the Zenanas 
the Aborigines, and the South Sea Islanders, The long-promised 
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era of domestic legislation is said to be at hand, and prophets with 
powerful telescopes declare they can see the first faiut signs of its 
dawn upon the political horizon, When that era has come within 
the ranve of the naked eye, itis probable that the Homes of the 


Poor will be one of its burning questions, and the strong arm of the 
law may be extemded protectingly, even at the risk of showing the 
shortness of its -leeve, as faras the humble toilers whoat the present 


moment sutier only its penalties and enjoy none of its advantages. 

That there are remedies for the great evil which lies like a canker- 

worm in the heart of this fair city is certain, What those remedies 

are you will be better able to judge when you have seen the condition 

of the disease for which Dr, State is to be called in, Dr. State, alas, 

is as slow to put in an appearance as his parish confrere when the 
i i df treater: 


patient in peed of his services is poor an 


WHITE, AND THIN, AND SICKLY-LOOKING. 


Forgive me this little discourse by the way. It has, at any rat 
filled up the time as we walk along to the outskirts of the lan 
through which we are to travel fora few weeks together. And now, 
turning out of the busy street alive with the roar of commerce, ani 
where the great marts and warehouses tower stories high, and where 
Dives adds daily to his wealth, we turn up a narrow court, and find 
ourselves at once in the slum where Lazarus lays his head—even 
ax ke did in the sacred story —at the very gates of the mighty 
millionaire, 

We walk along a narrow dirty passage, which would effectually 

have stopped the Claimant had he come to this neighbourhood in 
search of witnesses, and at the end we find ourselves in what we 
should call a back yard, but which, in the language of the neigh- 
hourhood, is a square. The square is full of refuse, heaps of dust 
and decaying vegetable matter lie about here and there, under the 
windows and in front of the doors of the squalid tumble-down 
houses, The windows above and below are broken and patched, 
the roofs of these two-storied “eligible residences” look as though 
Lord Alcester had been having some preliminary practice with his 
runs here before he set sail for Alexandria, All these places are 
et out in single rooms at prices varying from 2s, 6d. to 4s, a week. 
We can seea gi deal of the inside through the cracks and 
crevices and broken panes, but if we knock at the door we shall 
get a view of the inhabitants, 

If you knew more of the Alsatias, you would be rather astonished 
that there was a door to knock at. Most of the houses are open 
day and night and knockers and bells are things unknown, Here, 
however, the former luxuries exist ; so we will not disdain them. 

Knock, knock ! 

Hey, presto! what a change of scene! Sleepy Hollow has come 
to life. Every door flies open, and there is a cluster of human 
beings on the threshold. eads of matted hair and faces that 
Bway: seen soap for months come out of the broken windows 
above. 

Our knock has alarmed the neighbourhood. Whoare we? The 
police? No, Who are we? Now they recoguize one of our number 
—our guide—with a growl, He and we with him can pass without 
let or hindrance where it would be dangerous for a policeman to 
go, Weare supposed to be on business connected with the School 
Board, and we are armed with a password which the worst of these 
outcasts have grown at last sulkily to acknowledge. 

My fellow traveller has sketched this result of a knock, as we are 
not likely to see it again. This is a very respectable place, and we 
have taken it first to break the ground gently for an artist who has 
not hitherse studied “character” on ground where I have had many 
wanderings. 

To the particular door attacked there comesa poor woman, white 
and thin and sickly-looking ; in her arms she carries a girl of eight 
or nine with a diseased spine ; behind her, clutching at her scanty 
dress, are two or three other children, We puta statistical question, 
say a kind word to the little ones, and ask to see the room. 

Whataroom! The r woman apologises for its condition, but 
the helpless child always needing her care, and the other little ones 
to look after, and times being bad, &c. Poor creature, if she had 
ten pair of hands instead of one pair always full, she could not keep 
this room clean, The walls are p and crumbling, the ceiling is 


NOTICE THE REPAIRS. 


black and peeling off, showing the laths above, the floor is rotten 
and broken away in places, and the wind and the rain sweep in 
through gaps that seem everywhere, The woman, her husband, 
and her six children live, eat, and sleep in this one room, and for 
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this they pay three shillings a week. It is quite as much as they 
can atiord, here has been no breakfast yet, and there won't be 
any till the husband (who has been out to try and get a ob) comes 
in aud reports progress, As to complaining of the dilapidated, 
tilthy condition of the room, they kuow better. If they dou't like 
it they can go, There are dozens of families who will ame at the 
accommodation, and the landlord is well aware of the fact. 

Some landlords do repair their tenants’ rooms. Here, for in- 
stance, is a sketch of one and of the repairs we saw the same day, 
Rent, 1#.a week ; condition indescribable. But notice the repairs : 
a bit of a box lid nailed across a hole in the wall big enough for a 
man's head to go through, a nail knocked into a window frame 
beneath which still comes ina little fresh air, and a strip of new 
per ona corner of the wall. You can't see the new paper, because 
itis not up, ‘The lady of the rooms holds it in her hand, The rent 
collector has just left it for her to put up herself. Its value, ata 
rough guess, is threepence. This landlord has executed repairs, 
Items: one piece of a broken soap-box, one yard and a half of 
paper, and one nail. And for these repairs he has raised the rent 
of the room threepence a week, ‘ 

We are not in the square now, but in a long, dirty street, full of 
lodging-houses from end to end, a perfect human warren, where 
every door stands open night and day—a state of things that shall 
be described and illustrated a little later on when we come to the 
“"appy dossers.” In this street, close to the repaired residence, we 
select at hazard an open doorway, and plunge into it. We pass 
along a greasy, grimy passage, and turn a corner to ascend the stairs, 
Round the corner it is dark. There is no staircase light, and we 
can hardly distinguish in the gloom where we are going. Astumble 
causes us to strike a light. 

That stumble was a lucky one, Here is the staircase we were 
ascending, and which men, and women, and little children go 
up and down day after day, and night after night. The handrail is 
broken away, the stairs themselves are going—a heavy boot has 
been clean pes one of them already, and it would need very 
little, one would think, for the whole lot to give way and fall wit! 
acrash. The sketch herewith, taken by the light of successive 
vestas, fails to give the grim horror of that awful staircase. The 
paenrines, the ruin, the decay, and the dirt, cannot be repro- 

uced, 

We are anxious to see what kind of people get safely up and 
down this staircase, and as we ascend them we knock accidentally 
up against something ; it is a door and a landing. The door is 
opened, and as the light is thrown on to where we stand, we give 
an involuntary exclamation of horror; the door eens right on to 
the corner stair. The woman who comes out would, if she stepped 
incautiously, fall six feet, and nothing could save her. It isa tidy 
room this, for the neighbourhood. A good, hard-working woman 
has kept her home neat, even amid such surroundings. The rent is 
four and sixpence a week, and the family living in it number eight 
souls; their total earnings are twelve shillings, A hard lot, one 
would fancy; but in comparison to what we have to encounter 
presently, it certainly is not. Asked about the stairs, the woman 
says, “It isa little ockard-like for the young ‘uns a-goin’ up and 
down to school now the Board make ‘em wear boots; but they 
don’t often hurt themselves.” Minus the boots, the children had 

ot used to the ascent and descent, | suppose, and were as much at 

‘ome on the crazy staircase as achamois ona precipice, Eecelsivr 
is our motto on this staircase. No maiden with blue eyes comes 
out to mention avalanches, but the woman herself suggests, “It's 
werry bad higher up.” We are as heedless of the warning as Long- 
fellow’s headstrong banner-bearer, for we go on, 

It is “werry bad” higher up, 80 bad that we begin to light some 
more matches, and look round to ace how we are to get down. But 
as we cuntinue to ascend, the darkness gets less and less, We gos 
step at a time, slowly and circumspectly, up, up to the light, and 
at last our heads are suddenly above a floor and looking straight 
into a room. 

We have reached the attic, and in that attic we see a picture 
which will be engraven on our memory for many a month to 
come, 

The attic is almost bare; ina broken fireplace are some smoulder- 

‘ ing embers, a log of wood 

A keib lies in front like a fender. 

4 There is a broken chair 
trying to steady itself 
nst a wall black with 

the dirt of ages. In one 
corner, on a shelf, is a 
battered saucepan and a 
piece of dry bread. On 
the scrap of mantel still 
remaining embedded in 
the wall is a rag; ona bit 
of cord hung across the 
room are more rags—gar- 
ments of some sort, possi- 
bly ; a broken flower-pot 
Trups Open a crazy wiD- 
dow-frame, possibly to let 
the smoke out, or in— 
looking at the chimney- 
pots below, it is difficult 
') to say which ; and at one 
} | side of the room is a sack 
of Heaven knows what— 
it is a dirty filthy sack 
greasy and lack and evil 
looking. I cannot guess 
what was in it if I tried, 
but what was on it wasa 
little child—a neglected, 


£ 


ragged, grimed, and bare- 

ee legged little baby girl of 
SNe a Wis four. There she sat, in the 
THAT AWFUL STAIRCASE, bare squalid room, perched 


on the sack, erect, mo- 
tionless, expressionless, on duty. 

She was “a little sentinel,” left to guard a baby that lay aslee 
on the bare boards behind her, its head on its arm, the rag 
remains of what had been a shawl Boas over its legs. 

That baby needed a sentinel to guard it, indeed. Had it crawled 
a foot or two it would have fallen head-foremost into that unpro- 
tected, yawning abyss of blackness below. In case of some such 
proceeding on its part, the child of four had been left “on guard.” 

The furniture of the attic, whatever it was like, had been seized 
the week before for rent. The little sentinel's papa—this we un- 
earthed of the “deputy” of the house later on—was a militiaman 
and away ; the little sentinel’s mamma was gone out on “a arrand,” 
which, if it was anything like her usual “arrands,” the deput 
below informed us, would bring her home about dark, very muc 
the worse for it. Think of that little child, keeping guard on that 
dirty sack for six or eight hours at a stretch—think of her utter 
loneliness in that bare, desolate room, every childish impulse 
checked, left with orders “ not to move or I'll kill yer,” and sittin, 
there often till night and darkness came on, hungry, thirsty, an 
tired herself, but faithful to her trust to the last minute of the 
drunken mother’s absence. “Bless yer! I've known that young 
’un sit there eight ‘our ata stretch. I’ve seen her there of a mornin’ 
when I've come up to see if I could git the rint, and I’ve seen her 
there when I’ve come agin’ at night”—says the deputy, “Lor, 
that ain't nothing—that ain't.” 

Nothing! It is one of the saddest pictures I have seen for many 
aday. Poor little baby-sentinel—left with a human life in its sole 
charge at four—neglected and overlooked : what will its girl life be, 
when it grows old enough to think? I should like some of the little 
ones whose every wish is gratified, who have but to whimper to 
have, and who live surrounded by lovin j aniling isons, and tended 
by gentle hands, to see the little child in the bare garret sitting 
sentinel over the sleeping baby on the floor, and budging never an 
inch throughout the weary day from the place that her mother had 
bidden her stay in. 


Be 


[Gratis Supplement. 


With our minds full of this pathetic picture of child-li 
“Homes of the Poor,” we descend the chaey staircase, ig be en 
into as much light as can find its way down these narrow alleys. 

Outside we see a portly gentleman with a big gold chain across 
his ca pecions form, and an air of wealth and good living all over 
him. e is the owner of a whole block of property such as this 
and he waxes rich on his rents, Strange as it may seem, these one- 
roomed outcasts are the best paying tenants in London, They pay 


HE WAXES RICH ON HIS RENTS. 


go much for so little, and almost fight to get it. That they should 
be left to be thus exploited is a disgrace to the Legislature: o hick is 
never tired of protecting the oppressed of “all races that on earth 
do dwell,” except those who belong to the particular race which 
supplies the world with free-born Englishmen. 

(To be continued next week.) 


“HOW THE POOR LIVE.’ 


IN that vile and filthy alley, long ago one winter's day, 

Dying quick of want and fever, hapless, patient Billy lay, 
While beside him sat his sister, in the garret’s dismal gloom, 
Cheering with her gentle presence Billy’s pathway to the tomb, 


* * » » * * 


She was eight, this little maiden, and her life had all been spent 

In the garret and the alley, where they starved to pay the rent ; 

Where a drunken father’s curses and a drunken mother’s blows 

Drove her forth into the gutter from the day's dawn to ita close. 
* * * * * * 


“In the summer you remember how the mission took us out 

To a great green lovely meadow, where we played and ran about, 
And the van that took us halted by a sweet bright patch of land, 
Where the fine red blossoms grew, dear, half as big as mother’s hand.” 


* * * * * * 
From “ Billy's Rose,” by GEORGE R, 81s, 
——— 


Feeling sure that, were the epertessty given them, many of our 
Readers would subscribe toa Fund for the Relief of the Destitute 
Poor, we have decided to start a Public Subscription, to be called 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
POOR RELIBF FUND. 


We herewith head the List with a contribution of £50, and earnest! y 
appeal to pang and old to send in what they can afford, no matter 
how small the amount, All Subscriptions will be acknowledged 
week by weck in“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” giting names. 
and sum contributed ; and when the List clvses, the ‘total’ amount 
sent in will be handed over to the Charity Organization Society 
to deal with as may be thought best. From those who are not 
in a position to contribute more, a penny stamp will be welcome, 
and duly acknowledged, the same as if it were £100, Subserip- 
tions should be sent, addressed to— 

GILBERT DALZIEL, 

“ ALLY SLOPER'S PooR RELIEF FUND,” 
Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, 
London, E.C, 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ALREADY RECEIVED: e 


Gilbert Dalziel (Proprietor of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
HoutDay”) ... eee eee ro ae ese te 


“HOW THE POOR LIVE.” 
GEORGE R. SIMS. 


The severe distress existing amongst the poorest classes of the 
community at the present time, their inability to obtain employ- 
ment, and the total inadequacy of the numerous charitable 
organizations in London to cope with the difficulty, has prompted 
us to give the readers of 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” 


and the reading public generally, the opportunity of forming their 
own opinions a the deplorable state of things whee h unfortunately 
ewists in our very midst, and a!sv a chance of expressing their 
views ina Paper with the widespread ciroulation * ALLY SLOPER'S 
Haur-Hoiipay” possesses. We therefore incite correspondence 
on this all-important subject, and we shall endcarour to publish 
as many of the letters received as space will permit, Address— 


THE EDITOR, 
“How THE Poor LIVE,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, 
ndon, E.C, 
To be able to devote sufficient prominence to the subject, we shall 
give weekly, until further notice, 


A SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT 


(SAME AS THIS WEEK), 
Being Two Extra Pages of Letterpress, crowded with Illustra- 
tions, by FREDERICK BARNARD, and for which there will be 


NO BEXTRA CHARGE. 
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